88                               WINTERS  IN ALGERIA.

Assembled to overflowing at the little mosque at Oued-el-
Kebir, inside and out under the portico were men praying con-
tinually, until eight o'clock in the evening, when all joined in
the grand procession. around the tomb of the marabout, which
was covered with drapery on all sides.

Unfortunately at this hour the wind swept down the ravine,
blew out most of the candles, and wrecked the chandeliers,
made to hold several dozen tapers, and carried on a pole borne
on the men's shoulders. The dust half blinded us, and so we
were driven to the conclusion that the further proceedings
would not compensate for our discomfort; the evening, more-
over, was cold, and I found a good thick burnoose which had
been lent me at Blidah, owing to the unexpected chilliness of
the locality, of great use. Not only did it serve me in lieu of
an overcoat, but as a means of disguise; for when the ladies of
our party paid a visit to the old wife of the cemetery-keeper,
into whose presence, as well as that of numerous unveiled fe-
male guests, men were naturally not admitted, the burnoose
assumed the form of a voluminous hai'k; but I discreetly re-
mained in the court, near the door, befriended by the obscurity
of the clouds passing over -the moon, but in a position where I
could see all that was going on. The little room was packed
with richly dressed women, with a fresh supply of henna for
their hands; rings, bracelets, gorgeous head kerchiefs, velvet
jackets, embroidered belts, all worn in the correct style. A
young girl wore long black silk gloves to the elbow, and her
silver bracelets and rings outside; fixed in her hair were three
diamond ornaments mounted on springs and set to imitate mar-
guerites.

A very interesting young woman, known by the name of
Maboula (the feminine gender of Maboul, which signifies crazy),
sat in the midst of the visitors playing the derbouka and sing-